one of the punctilious ones. His room was tidy by the
time Fraulein Willfuer appeared at seven o'clock. It was
cold, but well aired. He had done his exercises in front
of an open window, had shaved his youthful beard, and
had already prepared his work. Helene, not without
reason, cherished a certain motherly affection for this
slight, boyish youth. At eight o'clock they strolled
together to the small lecture-hall, where a dull tutor was
to give a tedious but necessary lecture on geology. And
owing to the narrow limits of the University quarter
there was even time for Marx to go a little out of his way.
He went past the house in which his fiancee lived—for
he was officially engaged,'with the consent of her parents,
to Friedel Mannsfeldt. He whistled, and at a window up
above there appeared for a second the sweet, flower-like
face of eighteen-year-old Friedel, who blew him a kiss.
Professor Ambrosius was also awake. It was cold in
his room, too. He lived in a kind of island in his luxuri-
ously furnished villa—a typical man's room which was
separated from his wife's room by a beautifully fitted
bathroom. He listened for a short time at her door and
even carefully turned the handle; but Yvonne Pastouri
Ambrosius had locked the door.
The Professor sighed, thrust his hands into his pockets,
raised himself on tiptoe, clenched his fists, threw out his
immense chest and drew breath through his teeth.
Troubles have got to be fought down, he thought. He
breakfasted alone and went out alone into the now
brightening misty morning, down towards the town.
For half an hour he sat doing nothing in his private
laboratory, staring at the stands of pipettes. Then his
assistant Meier arrived. This Meier was also known as
Hefty Meier and Plain Meier. He announced that it
was time for the lecture, and as he did so his ears, which
stood out from his head, seemed to go blue with respectful
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